5/2                           APPENDIX

that you were worthy of the love I was showing you then,
or that for a single moment I thought you were? Do you
really think that any period of our friendship you were
worthy of the love I showed you, or that for a single mo-
ment I thought you were? I knew you were not. But love
does not traffic in a market place, nor use a huckster's scales.
Its joy, like the joy of the intellect, is to feel itself alive.
The aim of love is to love; no more, and no less. You
were my enemy; such an enemy as no man ever had. I
had given you my life; and to gratify the lowest and most
contemptible of all human passions, hatred and vanity and
greed, you had thrown it away. In less than three years
you had entirely ruined me from every point of view.

After my terrible sentence, when the prison dress was on
me, and the prison house closed, I sat amidst the ruins of
my wonderful life, crushed by anguish, bewildered with
terror, dazed through pain. But I would not hate you.
Every day I said to myself, "I must keep love in my heart
to-day, else how shall I live through the day? " I reminded
myself that you meant no evil to me at any rate.....

It all flashed across me, and I remember that for the
first and last time in my entire prison life, I laughed. In
that laugh was all the scorn of all the world. Prince
Fleur de lys! I saw that nothing that had happened had
made you realise a single thing. You were, in your own
eyes, still the graceful prince of a trivial comedy, not the
sombre figure of a tragic show.

Had there been nothing in your heart to cry out against
so vulgar a sacrilege, you might at least have remembered
the sonnet he wrote who saw with such sorrow and scorn
the letters of John Keats sold by public auction in London,
and have understood at last the real meaning of my lines:

"....   I think they love not art

Who !>reak the crystal of a poet's heart

That small and sickly eyes may glare or gloat."

One cannot always keep an adder in one's breast to feed
on one, nor rise up every night to sow thorns in the garden
of one's soul.

I cannot allow you to go through life bearing in your
heart the burden of having ruined a man like me.